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on the walls of the houses, and lustral paths for
your feet, are ways in a city of sublime sleep*
Time has passed away, and the city belongs to the
ages* Normans, proud Castill.ia.ns, and Knights of
St* John walk abroad in this city, which was never
really theirs* It is the heart of Malta, and the
Maltese are justly proud of their city*
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Further along the ridge are the Catacombs,
where Paul is said to have stayed* Such places
give me the shivers*
These are extensive, and a flight of steps leads
down to an underground chamber, one side of
which was once a chapel and the other the funereal
dining-room* This later place consists mainly of
a very large circular stone, sloping upwards towards
its centre* which has been cut out of the rock of
the floor* Around this the ancient feasters seated
themselves when the dead had been put away* It
is damp and chilly and horribly depressing down
here, and when looking at this gruesome table
you wonder what was in those diners* minds as
they bolted the food before them* Were they
secretly glad that they had laid to rest a heavy-
fisted father or a bitter-tongued wife? Or were
they sorry to have lost a loved one ?
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